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PREFACE 


T HIS Poem being written ſame 
Time ſince, for private Amuſe- 
ment, had the good Fortune to fall 

into the Hands of ſome Gentlemen, 
who, approving the Deſign, were 
pleaſed to give it ſome Correction, 
and perſuade the Author to make it 
public. Having no Liberty of mak- 
ing uſe of their Names, his Ambi- 
tion of an open Acknowledgment 
was ſtifled againſt his Inclination. 


ALL the Author had ta fear, was 
the Cenſure that might be paſſed on . 
this Performance, as too near re- 
ſembling the Subject of Mr Philipss 
Splendid Shilling : to which, as he 
was an entire Stranger, ſo the Read» 
er will obſerve, no Ornaments are 
borrowed from that delicate Origi- 
nal. The Similies perhaps may ap- 
Ipear too thick ſown ; but that, it is 
hoped, increaſes the Surpriſe, and is 


© 


— 4 n * 
2 


7 * ? 8 . _ A 
W LR * 5 4; 
= . \ Y \ 7 


2 The PREFACE. 


| no ill Argument of the Author's In- 


Ir has no Name before it, and had 9 
not appeared in print from the good 
Opinion of the Writer, but that of | 
better Judges : who being content to | 
have their Names in the Dark, the 
Poet deſires the ſame Security from þ 7 
Envy and Cenſure. 
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17 GOR relic of my once known yellow ſtore, 
Muſt thou be chang'd, and I have gold no more? 
% To earn thee, oft Pve exercis'd my brain, 
Small the reward, but grateful was the pain. 
Thou haſt relieved the troubles of the day, 
And ſooth'd my ſoul, whilſt Lin flumbers lay. 

In ſtorms at ſea, and j journeys on the land, 

I had a friend whilſt I could thee com mand, 

ve prov'd thy guide, and thou my honour's guard, 
And that we now ſhould part, is wond'rous hard. 
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Tux mold's the ſemblance of that bliſsful time, » 
When want of we.#th was a reproachful crime. | 
From ayarice its guilty grandeur roſe, 
And ſtill with vice its gilded value grows, 
The wicked magic of its fatal charms, 
3 Makes war of peace, and friendſhips riſe in arms. 
iz le dire infection, like the tenting itch, 
pre ads round th' ambition of becoming rich. 
| a is its worth, but greater its abuſe, 
vet men its ſervice with theſe evils chuſe. 
To make it ſacred, princes, in their coin, 
be ſigns of empire and their image join: 
» 4 For 'tis profane on any worthleſs thing, 
Þ o proſtitute the arms and figure of a x king, | 
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4» The LAS T G UIN E A: 


Tu ou art a CHARLES He was a generous man, 
Bot much he ſuffer'd ere his reign began. 
May that to me a change of fate portend! 
May days of want in years of plenty end! 

The image bears the greatneſs of his mind; 
It ſeems to ſmile and labour to be kind. | 
Wert Thou a GR ORG E, I'd ſpare THEE for his ſake, 
& And THEE the guardian of my fortune make; 
| The charms of GEORGE fierce poverty might tame, 
Since Wars and tyrants own the peaceful name. 
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HzRE on this fide you boaſt the herald's part, 
Bot that's no cordial for a poor man's heart, 
Here lions couch, and there a lion roars ; 

& Men rage in want, but are ſerene in ſtores. 

E The ſterneſt aſpect ſhew'd the greateſt mind, 
When by theſe ſymbols war was firſt deſign'd. 
There lilies ſhew the fickle pride of France, 

+ Melting away almoſt as they advance; 

No fading thing in greatneſs can endure, 

| Who's rich to-day, to-morrow may be poor. 
The harp there bends its melancholy ſtrings, 
Ah! mulic ſadneſs to the thoughtful brings. 
A crown its honours on the whole conveys, 

A ſcepter there its majeſty diſplays ; 

© The {word defends it by an awful force; 

A double croſs forebodes me ſomething worſe. 
Vain is the pomp that loads the gaudy fields, 
It doleful omens, but no comfort yields. 


| You Guineas are good-natur'd eaſy folks, 

& Your principle no company provokes ; | 
© You have no conſcience, tho? in human ſhape, 
Are {ingly dumb, but rattle in a heap, 

[ You come with pleaſure, and depart with pain, 
As lovers meet, and take their leave again; 
Tou riſe and fall as humours take the great, 


Too true an emblem of a courtier's fate: 
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You court the worthleſs, and neglect the beſt, 


They keep you beſt who leaſt ein you employ, 
As eunuchs guard the fair they can't enjoy. 
When moſt ſecure, you frequently are ſtole, 
As accidents our purpogd joys controul. 
Where: e'er you are, our whole attention lies, 
As Sylvia is the centre of all eyes. 
Of ev'ry virtue you ſupply the place, 

Wit to the mind, and beauty to the face. 

The Pope ſtrange wonders of his keys may tell, 
But you command his paradiſe, qr hell. 


Tu ov, in thy time, haſt many circles run, 
Both good and ill, in thy adventures done. 
Your courſe of life is like a pilgrim-ſtate, 
But adds no knowledge to thy thoughtlels pate 
As {quires, who travel half the globe around, 
| Wiſe as before on their return are found. 
Ere thou waſt mine, thou, like a ſtateſman's heart, 
Or veering winds, couldſt play a different part, 
The loyal ſubjeR, or the rebel act, 
Defend the church, or propagate a ſect. 
Oft haſt thou pled an injar'd righteous cauſe, , 
Oft falſly ſworn, oft made pernicious laws; 
For parliament unfaithful members choſe, 
And, in debate, for either queſtion roſe; 
Too oft oppos'd the meaſures of the court, 
Then, ſnifting ſides, with zeal haſt voted fort, 
Oft in the field for liberty haſt fought, 

And poſts and honours for the worthleſs bought. 
O! may thy laſt great actions, when thou'rt gone, 
lake rich amends, and former crimes atone! 
When thou art chang'd, exert for me thy pow'r 

In deeds, a guinea, ne'er eſſay'd before. 
The world you know, each old acquaintance find, 
Search every treaſure, gather every friend, 


As fools are moſt by flatt'ring knaves careſt. * 1 
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Thou com'ſt triumphant to my parſe again. 


; Yet now, as conſcious of my anxious pain, 
. They pity tak'ſt, and gladly 
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Till mining bright with thouſands in thy train, 


If, *monarch-like, you bring attendant bands, 
Thy praiſe ſhall echo from my buſy hands, 
And, when whole heaps uncelebrated lie, 


You ſhall be ſung in verſe that ne'er can die. 


As when a Conſul, victor in the war, 
Return'd to Rome, in a triumphant car, 


Midſt valiant legions marching in array, 
And captive nations, to renown the day, 


The city hail'd him with deſerwd applauſe, 
Nor dy'd his honours with the loud huzza's; 
For arches roſe to ſee the hero paſs, 
And till he lives a conqueror in braſs. 


ALas! this lecture can't my pains abate, 


* They ſtill increaſe as I thy power relate. 


To keep thee ſafe I've faſted now till noon, 
Nor cool'd my liver in the heats of June. 

Sure of my grief thou feel'ſt a friendly ſhare, 
While thus i Ggh, and on thy colour ſtare. 

Fen rocks relent, as wand'ring ſhepherds moury, 
And doleful echos their complaints return. 
Hard ſteel itſelf, like ice, diſſolves away, 
When in the centre of collected day. 


Tay ſympathy I fee, thy brightneſs fails, 
And dimneſs o'er thy radiance now prevails, 
*Tis thy compaſſion hinders thee to melt, 
Since want, alas! would then too ſoon be felt. 
Tho” in fine artiſts ſeldom you delight, 
And hate the poets with a mortal ſpite ; 
(An ancient plaint! deduc'd from time to time, 
By the worſt right, hereditary rhime.) ; Ke 


wou'dſt remain. 
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